SAN   GAUDENZIO

was attentive and purposive. She had been a housekeeper,
a servant, in Venice and Verona, before her marriage.
She had got the hang of this world of commerce and
activity; she wanted to master it But she was weighted
down by her heavy animal blood.

Paolo and she were the opposite sides of the universe,
the light and the dark. Yet they lived together now with-
out friction, detached, each subordinated in their common
relationship. With regard to Maria, Paolo omitted him-
self; Maria omitted herself with regard to Paolo. Their
souls were silent and detached, completely apart, and silent,
quite silent. They shared the physical relationship of
marriage as if it were something beyond them, a third
thing.

They had suffered very much in the earlier stages of
their connection. Now the storm had gone by, leaving
them, as it were, spent They were both by nature
passionate, vehement But the lines of their passion were
opposite. Hers was the primitive, crude, violent flux of the
blood, emotional and undiscriminating, but wanting to mix
and mingle. His was the hard, dear, invulnerable passion
of the bones, finely tempered and unchangeable. She was
the flint and he the steel. But in continual striking
together they only destroyed each other. The fire was a
third thing, belonging to neither of them.

She was still heavy and full of desire. She was much
younger than he.

'How long did you know your Signoia before you were
married?' she asked me*
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